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A Typical Day

in

The Life

of

Bonchance Fontainebleau
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CHAPTER 1
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The Vagabond of Calamity

It’s a beautiful day in the marketplace of the medieval town of Pérouges where stalls groan under the weight of ripe fruit, bolts of vibrant fabric and gleaming trinkets. Merchants holler loudly advertising their wares, townsfolk haggle, and children race back and forth. Amidst the lively chaos ambles an eccentric individual, and one who has a knack of sometimes doing the impossible.

Bonchance Fontainebleau is a lanky character with a permanent grin who looks as if he is searching for, or actually does know the meaning of life. He makes his way through the marketplace with a rickety puppet stage strapped to his back. 

It looks as if it has been cobbled together in a hurry with roughly finished bits of wood, mismatched curtains, and a sign on the front, scrawled in wobbly letters that reads, “Bonchance’s Marvelous Marionettes.”

“Step right up, good people of Pérouges,” he bellows, his voice cutting through the noise like a rusty blade. 

“Prepare to be amazed, astounded, and possibly bewildered by a tale of heroism, love, and lots of puppets.”

A small crowd gathers, mostly out of curiosity, possibly even pity. Bonchance sets up his stage with a dramatic flourish, his gangly arms attaching puppets to strings with no real idea as to what he is doing. The performance literally begins with a bang as Bonchance trips over a crate and the stage wobbles around like a boat on water.

“Fear not, Mes Amis,” he declares, as he untangles himself from the strings of a marionette. 

“It’s all part of the show.”

The crowd chuckles, their curiosity turning to amusement as Bonchance narrates a perplexing tale of a heroic potato, a lovesick chicken, and a villainous king who looks remarkably like a turnip. The puppets jerk and flail as Bonchance struggles to keep the strings under control. Children laugh while the adults exchange bemused glances, and then, disaster strikes.

With a dramatic flourish designed to depict the demise of the evil turnip king, Bonchance accidentally sends the stage crashing into a melon cart. The contents spill all over onto the cobblestones, and a cascade of melons roll straight into the path of Mayor Grimoire’s gilded carriage, and he is outraged. 

“Who is responsible for this carnage?” he cries in a megaphonically loud voice that can be heard halfway across the square. 

The carriage comes to a halt and the crowd steps aside as his footman leaps down to assess the damage. Bonchance, oblivious to the growing tension, plucks a stray piece of melon from the chaos and takes a bite.

“Delicious,” he says, as he gets to his feet, gestures grandly and bows graciously to the mayor. 

“Ah, greetings, Your Most Illustrious Mayorness. Can I interest you in a puppet show?”

Before the mayor can respond, Bonchance notices something interesting sticking out of the wreckage of the overturned cart. He bends down and retrieves a tattered parchment, his eyes alive with curiosity and hopefulness. It appears to be a map with crude drawing of mountains and rivers, and even better, there’s a big juicy “X” right in the middle.

“Ah, destiny calls,” he exclaims, totally unconcerned by the ongoing tirade of the mayor. He promptly rolls up the map and tucks it into his coat. 

“Thank you, Pérouges, you have been a wonderful audience.”

With a sweeping bow and an utterly misplaced sense of triumph, he hoists the puppet stage onto his back and disappears into the crowd. The sound of the outraged mayor fades away as he saunters along whistling a jolly tune and heading for roads untraveled.
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A Fool’s Treasure Map

Bonchance is hoping that the map will lead to an unimaginable fortune, but it could be a journey filled with danger, unpredictability and chaos, or as Bonchance often says, “lady luck has been thinking thoughts about me again.”

The sun is rising when he spies the ancient courtyard of the Pérouges Academy of Metaphysical Studies. He approaches the sprawling, ivy-covered building with the confidence of a man for whom life has been an adventure and he hasn’t learnt a thing of any value.

The academy’s towering stone facade looms above but Bonchance is unfazed. The grand oak doors open with a loud creak, his mismatched boots echo on the polished floors as he enters. Inside, he finds a bespectacled man hunched over a desk piled high with books and scrolls and muttering to himself.

“Excuse me, good sir,” Bonchance says, as he slams his hands on the desk with far too much enthusiasm. “I have come seeking the wisdom of learned minds and, possibly, a few free biscuits.”

The scholar, who has been away with the theosophical fairies almost leaps out of his skin. He knocks over a stack of precariously arranged books, straightens his glasses and stares at Bonchance as if a wild animal has just wandered into the library.

“What and who are you? And what do you mean, biscuits?” the man sputters.

“Bonchance, at your service,” he replies with a flourishing bow that sends an inkwell flying halfway across the room. 

“Now, behold,” he says as he whips out the parchment and places it on the desk smudging several pages of the scholar’s notes in the process. 

“I believe this is a map of immense importance, and you, my dear, uh, scholarly fellow, are just the man to decipher it.”

The scholar peers at the map, his irritation giving way to curiosity, adjusts his glasses and leans in closer. 

“This is quite old,” he says, as he traces the faded lines with his finger. “These symbols are mountains and rivers, and this could be a map to the fabled treasure of Eldovar, He of Immortal Fame.”

“Exactly what I was thinking,” Bonchance says, nodding sagely, having no idea what the scholar is talking about.

The man looks up, suspicious of Bonchance and his motives. “And where, pray tell, did you acquire this?”

“Oh, you know, the usual way,” Bonchance says airily. “Melons. A carriage. An angry mayor. Destiny. That sort of thing.”

The scholar, who introduces himself as Professeur, Michel de Montaigne, shakes his head and turns his attention to the map. “If this is authentic, it could lead to unimaginable riches, or incredible danger.”

Bonchance’s eyes gleam. “Danger, you say. That has possibilities. Nothing spices up an adventure like a few mortal perils.”

The professeur groans and pinches the bridge of his nose. “You don’t even understand what you are getting into, do you?”

“Not a clue,” Bonchance admits cheerfully. “But that’s what makes it fun. So, are you in or out?”

“Absolutely not. I am a scholar, not a thrill-seeking madman.”

Bonchance shrugs and rolls up the map. “Fair enough. I’ll be off then, and if you hear any news of a mysterious vagabond single-handedly discovering Eldovar’s treasure, well, you’ll know it was me.”

The professeur’s hand hovers over his quill. As absurd as Bonchance seems, the thought of letting a man like that wander off with what might be one of the most significant archaeological finds of the century is unbearable. He sighs deeply and curses his sense of responsibility.

“Wait,” he says begrudgingly. “I will come with you, if only to ensure that you do not destroy history or yourself.”

Bonchance beams and gives the professeur a slap on the back and nearly knocks him to the floor. 

“Excellent. Welcome aboard, professeur. Together, we will conquer mountains, unravel mysteries, and probably have a few close calls with death.”

As the unlikely pair set off into the rising sun, the professeur mutters to himself about how this is probably the worst decision of his life. Meanwhile, Bonchance skips ahead, whistling a tuneless melody and waving the map like a flag. Their journey has only just begun, but destiny is probably following close behind, and her twin sister, chaos, is no doubt itching for a bit of old-fashioned fun.
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A Band of Misfits

The road winds lazily through the rolling hills, framed by fields of swaying grass and the occasional cluster of wildflowers. Bonchance, whistles a tune that sounds suspiciously like a sea shanty gone wrong. He leads the way with a spring in his step, and the professeur, who already regrets what he has done trudges along behind.

“This map is probably a forgery,” he grumbles, as he adjust the satchel crammed with books and parchments. “Even if it is genuine, the chances of finding anything are..."

“Higher than you think,” Bonchance says, as he waves the map with dramatic flair. “The key to adventure, my dear professeur, is optimism, and a keen sense of direction."

After which, he trips over a rock and tumbles unceremoniously into a ditch.

The professeur sighs. “And evidently, a healthy disregard for self-preservation.”

He is about to get Bonchance out of the ditch when someone says, “Oi, you there. Get your hands in the air.”

A gangly figure emerges from the bushes, brandishing a makeshift slingshot. It’s a scrappy young lad in patched-up clothing that’s far too big for his wiry frame. He squints at Bonchance who is still sprawled in the ditch, and at the professeur, who raises his hands with exaggerated slowness.

“I’ll take yer coins and that fancy bag of yours,” the young thief says, as he aims the slingshot at the professeur.

“Ah, a highwayman in disguise,” Bonchance exclaims, as he sits up and brushes the dirt from his clothes. “How quaint.”

“I’m serious!” the youth snaps back, looking flustered. “Give me what you’ve got, or, uh, I’ll shoot this rock right at your head.”

“Now, hold on a moment,” Bonchance says as he scrambles to his feet and approaches the would-be bandit, completely oblivious to the slingshot. 

“I appreciate your entrepreneurial spirit, young scallywag, but might I suggest a more collaborative approach? I could use someone with your obvious talents.”

The bandit is taken aback. “Talents? What are you talking about?”

“Why, your resourcefulness, your pluck, your flair for theatrics,” Bonchance says as he gestures broadly, as though unveiling a masterpiece. 

“Join us on and you could find riches beyond your wildest dreams.”

The professeur is about to protest but is cut off by the bandit’s incredulous but very feminine laugh. 

“You’re daft, aren’t you?”

“Daft and destined for greatness,” Bonchance says with a grin. “What’s your name, young rogue?”

The bandit hesitates and lowers the slingshot. 

“My mother called me Marie Antoinette la Fleur, but you can call me Pippa,” she says.

“Well, Pippa, welcome aboard. The professeur and I are on a quest, and I dare say we could use a skilled scamp like yourself.” Bonchance says as he slaps her on the back. “What say you?”

Pippa has her doubts about going anywhere with a man with such an eager grin and a professeur with such an exasperated scowl. 

“You’re not serious,” she
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